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horses without even being touched, and then between the two
front wheels of the wagon. A miracle was possible* But the
enormous mass, dragged on by its weight of six tons* continued
for several yards more. The left back wheel encountered a
feeble obstacle which it crushed in passing: a forehead, a
human head. The cranium was shattered and a red, viscous
matter trickled in all directions in the mud: the brain of Pierre
Curie!
Policemen picked up the warm body, from which life had
been taken away in a flash. They hailed several cabs in succes-
sion, but no coachman wanted to take into his carriage a dead
body covered with mud and dripping with blood. Minutes
passed; the curious assembled and crowded round. A thicker
and thicker crowd besieged the motionless lorry, and cries of
fury broke out against the driver, Louis Manin, the involuntary
author of the drama. Finally, two men brought a stretcher.
The dead man was laid on it, and, after an unnecessary
stop in a pharmacy, was carried to the near-by police station,
where his wallet was opened and his papers examined. When
the rumour spread that the victim was Pierre Curie, a professor,
a celebrated scientist, the tumult doubled and the police had
to intervene to protect the driver Manin, threatened by many
fists.
A doctor, M. Drouet, sponged the bruised face, scrutinised
the open wound of the head, and counted the sixteen bony frag-
ments of what had been, twenty minutes before, a cranium.
The Faculty of Science was notified by telephone, Soon, in the
obscure police station in the Rue des Grands-Augustins, a
politely sympathetic commissary and secretary looked upon the
bent figures of the physicist's laboratory assistant, M. Clerc*
who was sobbing, and of the driver, Manin, whose red face
was swollen with tears.
Between them Pierre was extended, his forehead bandaged,
his face intact and open, indifferent to everything.
The wagon, twenty feet long, loaded to the brim with military
uniforms, was drawn up at the door. Little by little the rain
effaced the stains of blood on one of its wheels. The heavy